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Ramona Hawke and Shawna Wilson are the two newest students at Moringa University, the world’s first 
all-futanari college. Fast friends for several years at a young futanari group home, the pair make the trek 
just before the beginning of the fall semester. As Ramona and Shawna attempt to quickly settle into their 
new lives before sessions begin, another student is just trying to stay out of trouble. 
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0 - Introduction 


2 beds x 3 rooms x 2 floors x 4 dorms = 48 futanari young, hung, and full of--a desire to learn. 


Futa Cum Laude is the merging of several storylines in the Dory Drake / Futanari universe, and a 
continuation of the happenings at Moringa University stories. You can pick this story up here and enjoy 
the reading with the new main characters Shawna and Ramona, but I’d recommend reading the 
backstories in the following order. 


Seven Sunny Sunsets 


Crosswinds 


Daphne’s Lesson 


Morinaa University: Umi’s Experiment 


I’d started to release some eBooks (on Smashwords, Barnes & Noble, etc) that are revising Dory 
Drake’s origin and subsequent stories. While these are deluxe revisions of what I’ve posted here, they 
really don’t change the established story. ENJOY! 






1 - Paupers: Ramona Hawke & Shawna Wilson 


Ramona Hawke's thick, stubby fingers tapped against the glass on her phone with great fervor. Her 
emerald eyes flickered as her pupils contracted, watching the reception bars on her cell phone 
disappear one after another. "Oh, come on." She growled, tapping faster. The crowded bus she hit a 
speedbump that violently jostled the sardine can on wheels. She had to grab hold of her phone as it 
almost flew from her hand. 

"Serves you right." Her friend Shawna Wilson sat next to her, feet propped up on the dingy green seat 
ahead. Shawna arched her back and stretched, it forced her vintage red baseball-style shirt to rise and 
show her budding love-handles. 

Ramona smiled as she stole a glance at her friend's middle. She had been secretly jealous of Shawna's 
dark chestnut complexion for years. Fast friends since high school, she got a thrill placing her pale arm 
next to Shawna's flawless ebony skin. It made her heart skip a beat sometimes. "Your phone's not going 
to work either," She smiled back at her friend. Ramona was grateful Shawna was there. "We're really 
gonna do this, huh?" She stashed her phone in the deeper inside pocket of her army surplus jacket and 
playfully draped her hand over Shawna's. "Go, team!" She let her hand linger longer than she knew to 
be appropriate as her eyes drank in the stark contrast of their skin tones. 

"You're corny." Shawna slapped her hand away and flashed a playful eye roll. "Unlike you, I'm not 
addicted to technology. I'm actually looking forward to a wi-fi-less for the next hour before we get there." 
She ran her fingers through her short wavy hair. "How long until we're there?" 

"HA!" Ramona bounced in her seat as she yelled over the roar of the bus engine. She could tell the 
rusted vehicle drop to low gear and chug up the steep incline. "You'd know how long if you used your 
phone." Ramona tossed her cropped violet hair behind her ear and settled back into her seat. "I actually 
think it's soon." 

Indeed, the bus was winding up the hill to the final approach. Another few minutes and the brakes 
screeched the wheels to a stuttering stop. Ramona stretched and twisted, reveling in each pop of her 
spine as she worked off the fatigue of the two-hour bus ride. "C'mon c'mon c'mon..." Ramona bit her lip 
and squeezed her thighs together. It just occurred to her she'd be desperately holding her piss since the 
last bathroom stop- that was well over an hour ago. She craned her neck towards the back of the bus. 
Women of every shade and age still busied themselves in magazines, mp3 players, and peering out the 
window. Ramona figured at least half of the worried faces had the same urge as her-rolling anticipation 
of release-urine or otherwise. 

Ramona bounced on the balls of her feet as she popped down the bus steps. Before Shawna followed 
her outside, filling her lungs with crisp freshwater air, Sami had already disappeared into the Moringa 
Island visitors center bathroom. 

As the busload of women aimlessly spilled into the parking lot, Shawna wandered toward a folding table. 
The weathered slab groaned under an assortment of pamphlets and brochures. They were the standard 



fare, detailing sites and attractions of the island, along with some 2-star hotels. She ran her fingers along 
the crinkled, water-stained papers. "I can't believe I'm here," Shawna said to herself, teeth pressing 
down on the softness of her bottom lip. 

"Ready?" 

Shawna hopped back, startled Ramona had come back so quickly. "Damn, girl. That I was a quick piss." 
She wheezed through her hot throat. 

"Urn... Yeah, why wouldn't I be quick?" Ramona smirked with a tinge of annoyance in her voice. She 
pivoted and walked in the direction of what seemed to be the main drag of dingy stores and markets. 
Ramona wiped her forehead as she walked. Her fingers mashed the damp strands of hair upward and 
away from her eyes. "Yuck." She spread her fingers apart. Her sweat was viscous and webbed between 
her fingers. "God, I'm soaked already." She trotted on, considering dipping inside a store as an excuse 
to get out of the sickening humidity. Ramona peered down again, sweat puddled, and soaked through 
her tank top. 

Ramona tugged on the next door connected to a dimly lit storefront. The musty windows could use a 
Windex or outright replacement. It was surprising then when Ramona's face met with an arctic gust of 
relief. For such a dilapidated exterior, the inside was comparatively lovely. Her flip flops slapped against 
the clean waxed floor, freshly mopped. She nodded at the clerk behind the counter, whose tanned 
weathered face was immersed in a cell phone video. 

"Hmmph." Ramona rolled her eyes at his lack of customer service. She strode through the tall stands of 
colored newspapers and magazines. Ramona adjusted the weight of her backpack slung over her right 
shoulder, and picked up the local newspaper. Sami's heart dropped when she read the headline. 
MORINGA UNIVERSITY WELCOMES IN RECORD CLASS DESPITE DISAPPROVAL FROM LOCALS. 
"Fuck." She whispered in a terse voice, her eyes quickly scanning the text for details. "I did not come 
here for this bullshit." Her mind raced as she tried to read. "Damn." She said. The scandal rag was 
nothing more than clumped salacious crumbs. "Five 20-something futanari was wanted in the brutal 
assault of a college honor student.... Blood.... Semen..." 

Ramona jumped at the CLAP of the shutting front door. Shawna stood there, donning an irked look. 
"What?" Ramona blinked. 

"Are you trying to fucking leave me or what?" Shawna stomped over with an angry whisper. "Didn't you 
hear me calling you?" 

"I couldn't hear anything through that fucking humidity, Shawna." Ramona shook her head and pointed. 
"Read this shit." Her finger ran over the bold black type. 

Shawna sucked in a fresh breath and swallowed. "Maybe it wasn't such a good idea to come right now." 
She whispered. "We should see what bus we can use to get home." 

"Well," Ramona smirked, scrunching her stubby nose at the thought. "We've already been accepted for 
classes. Where are we going to go, Shawna? Back to Staward House?" 



Shawna shuffled her tired feet and released a labored sigh. "Alright, fine." She nodded. 


Ramona savored a moment of silence, staring at her friend. "What's your problem?" She shook her head 
in disbelief. 

"What if--" Shawna shot a glance toward the clerk, who hardly acknowledged their existence as of yet. 
She drew closer to Ramona's ear and whispered. "What if there's a crackdown?" 

Ramona's heart skipped a beat. She was finally close enough to effortlessly whiff her friend's 
sweet-smelling skin. Shawna's intoxicating cocktail of cocoa butter and musky sweat dizzied her. "You 
watch the news too much, Shawna." She smiled, wrapping her arms around her friend's waist, pulling 
her closer, laughing. "Does the little girl need me to protect her tonight?" She teased. Ramona hated 
using such a condescending, childish voice. But this was the only way she knew to touch Shawna 
without 'exposing' herself. 

"Oh fuck, get off of me." Shawna chuckled back, yanking away from Ramona's grip. "Look, if they start 
interrogating students, it could get worse. I know we've got an airtight alibi, cause she just got in town 
but-" 

that's not going to matter if they start rounding up the 'usual suspects.' Ramona shook her. She 
snagged a few bags of chips from a shelf behind her. "Can you grab some water?" 

Shawna smiled before walking off to the drink cooler. Ramona was the most stubborn bitch she knew. 
She always had a way of reassuring Shawna things would be okay-on the rare occasion, of course, 
Ramona was correct about things. 

"Excuse me." Ramona stood silently in front of the clerk before trying to vie for his attention. "How far is 
Moringa University from here?" She nudges the bright-colored plastic bags of chips closer to his phone. 

He looked up at last, eyes bloodshot and bulging. His dry, cracked lips turned upward at the young 
woman, exposing the yellowed teeth behind them. "I was wondering if y'all was headed to the freak 
school." The grin was lecherous- something sinister seemed hidden just beyond the ends of his smile. 
He pivoted his phone around, so Ramona had a full view of the screen. "You hung like that?" 

The sight made Ramona's jaw drop. It was nothing she hadn't seen a million times; It was an animated 
scene of a voluptuous woman. Her bulbous breasts bounced lewdly while her absurdly oversized 
vascular shaft plowed into some frail waif of a girl. She was mesmerized by the mindless thrusting, the 
pulsing veins in the-wait, was that a HORSE COCK? 

"Wow," Ramona said flatly, her lips were a straight line of discontent. "That's some real next-level 
bullshit you got there, sir." She nudged the chips closer. "How much for these?" 

"Wait, wait, wait." He squeaked, pointing back at the screen. "It's not over yet." 

I'M kinda over it. Ramona thought. But her eyes couldn't help but wander back to the screen. It's not like 
she hadn't indulged her share of hentai. She was always down for some Bible Black. But the mindless 



gaze on this particular futanari's face as she pumped into her victim, was off-putting, to say the least. 
Come to think of it, the woman's body flailed and flexed around the futa's rippling cock like a ragdoll. 

Was she even conscious? It was the damndest thing. Sex with no passion. Lovemaking with no love. 

The futa's monster shaft bulged and swole twice its size. She bellowed from the bottom of her lungs 
before blasting a torrent of come into her victim. The waif's stomach bulged- Ramona feared it would 
explode. Instead, thick cream flooded out from her mouth. It gushed in waves as the girl's lifeless eyes 
rolled to the back of her head. Now it started to sicken her. Hentai snuff futa rape was one thing, having 
a stranger show her while she's trying to buy potato chips is another. 

"What's that?" Shawna crept up behind Ramona. Her eyes squinted to make out details on the 
three-inch screen from so far away. 

"You don't wanna know." Ramona cut off the conversation taking the water bottles from Shawna. 
"Thanks." She said with a smile, which didn't last long. "Okay, sir." she sighed. "2 bags of chips. 2 bottles 
of water. How much?" 

But the encouraged man gawked on. "Bet yours ain't as big as this." His crinkled thick digit tapped on 
the spiderweb cracked glass of the phone. 

"Oh," Ramona's voice trembled with rage. "Well, I dunno. Let's see." 

Shawna's eyes bugged when she saw what Ramona was about to do. "Oh god," She dug frantically in 
her pocket and tossed crumpled a $5 bill on the counter. "Here, keep the change. Let's get out of here, 
Ramona." 

"No. No. NO," Ramona leaned back and ran her thumber against her loose waistline, pushing it down 
teasingly slow. "He wants to know how huge we are. Well," She exposed her firey auburn tangles. "I'm 
going to oblige his slimy ass." Ramona guided her hand over her rippling shaft and flipped her thickness 
onto the table. Bluff called, the clerk initially diverted his gaze. But his view eventually returned in utter 
disbelief that the red-haired, red-faced futa freak mashed her 8-inch uncircumcised girth on the counter. 

"Any more stupid questions?" Ramona asked in a bitter, low voice. Her palm rolled gainst her 
intimidating girth. "Sorry. It's not a horsecock. Guess you'll have to think of me as an actual human." An 
elated chill worked up Ramona's spine; With two fingers, she squeezed the bulbous head. The dusty 
store was quiet enough for the trio to hear the audible squish and slurp of dried jism peeling away from 
the pulsing tip. She squeezed again; This time, some clear, fresh juice dripped onto the counter. 

"Oh," Ramona gasped, realizing this was a bridge too far. "Sorry." She stretched the waist of her shirt to 
smear the splatters. 

"Outside!" Shawna scolded. She wrenched Ramona's shirt and yanked her out the door, leaving the 
speechless clerk to clean the remnants of Ramona's precum. 

+++ 


"You should've pulled your cock out too, Shawna." Ramona snapped, readjusting her pants. The two 
found themselves halfway down the street before the enraged futa screamed: "FUCK YOU!". Her stay 



remained flushed and fiery. "Some fucking welcome wagon. 


"What'd you expect?" Shawna shrugged, keeping her eyes downcast. "Red carpet? Please, come to futa 
school and fuck everything that moves with your big horsecock. We know you want to!" She teased with 
a mocking, hokey voice. 

"Dammit!" Ramona pushed away, stomping some armlengths away before turning back to Shawna. "I've 
just fucking had it with 'normies.' Once we get to Moringa, I'm never coming back down here." She wiped 
the moisture on her noses with the driest part of her palm. 

"Yeah," Shawna looked up. "It'll be a safe space, finally. Even if it's a little self-segregation." 

Ramona gave a nervous chuckle. "Wish I could self-segregate. I wish we all could." 

"Except futanari don't do that as a rule." Shawna patted her wavy hair as she sighed. "You know that 
'we' love cis-women. Love fucking them, and especially knocking them-" 

Ramona pretended to gag. "-I don't want to do any of that." She jammed her fists in her soggy pockets. 

"I want an education, and marry a futa. That's why I'm here." 

"I'm just reminding you why this place exists." Shawna corrected. "John and Jane Q. Public are sick of 
their daughters coming home from high school with futa-babies in their bellies. Don't forget that I want 
the same thing as you." 

Ramona stopped dead in her tracks, turning with a grimace, both confused and desperate. "Yeah, that's 
what you keep saying." Her voice was tired and raspy. "So, I still don't understand why you're not giving 
we shot." 

"Dammit, Ramona." Shawna turned away, flustered, and frustration. "Can we do this later?" 

"What is it about me?" Ramona poked. Any silence left her painfully uncomfortable. "Is it because I'm 
fat? Am I ugly?" 

"Oh, god, shut up." Shawna dismissed. She turned at the sound of a bulldozer plowing against metal in 
a worksite across the street. "Ramona, you know you're like a sister to me." 

"So, that's it." Ramona scoffed. "I'm ugly." 

They shared a short laugh, then the booms and pangs of construction became a welcome distraction. 
Shawna eventually frowned, still able to make out the watery surface of Ramona's sullen eyes. "You've 
been my best friend for 3 years. I wouldn't have survived high school if it wasn't for you." 

"Same." Ramona nodded. She had inched toward Shawna; Close enough to lay a gentle, but firm, 
commanding palm on Shawna's cheek. She waited to see if her friend would object-she didn't. Ramona 
pulled Shawna closer, evening their heads until her lips met. "Hmph..." Ramona's muffled sigh hummed 
through Shawna's soft, rich lips. Soon their tounges danced together. As Ramona wrapped her free 
palm against the small of Shawna's back, their kiss deepened. Shawna moaned- Ramona's roaming 



hands messaged her body. Her back, her luscious round ass, and then around to Shawna's front bulge. 


"Romi!" Shawna snapped. She shoved her full weight into Ramona. She scowled and adjusted herself 
as she watched Ramona regain her balance, embarrassed. "What the fuck was that?" 

"I'm sorry." Ramona stammered, running back. "Shawna, I'm so sorry. I don't know what came over me. 
I just-" 


"-I know what came over you." Shawna threw up her palm, muttering. "It's hot out here. Let's just get to 
the college." She dragged herself down the street. 

While she watched Shawna trek away, Ramona ogled her friend's jiggling cheeks. Ramona winced, 
grabbing two fistfuls of her stringy wet hair. "Way to go, Ramona. You stupid horny futa." She reluctantly 
gave chase. 

+++ 

"So..." Shawna pondered aloud, her eyes carefully scanning lush courtyard before taking a few timid 
steps one of the marble picnic benches. Four girls sat in silence, each either busying themselves on 
their phone or taking bird-size bites of their sushi trays and seaweed salads. Shawna couldn't help but 
get the idea these we're the 'popular girls.' The quartet of thin debutants crowned with varied shades of 
blonde all had milky white, flawless skin-all except one. The girl at the corner farthest from her was 
covered with two sleeves of grey and blue tattoos. The stunning motif of machinery, cogs, and gears 
was starkly contrasted with her bratty pigtails. None of them initially acknowledged Shawna and Ramona 
as they approached. 

"Excuse me." Shawna smiled, her eyes moved from girl-to-giri. "Can someone tell me how to find the 
Dean of Students." She endured several moments of awkward silence before shooting a confused look 
at Ramona. Shawna bit her lip before trying again. "It's Dr. Umi Saito." 

Another round of silence. 

"We're new," Ramona added. 

All four girls seemed unbothered. In fact, nor Ramona or Shawna was given any inclination they'd even 
heard them. 

"We're new and lost." Shawna sharpened her voice and projected. "Can anyone help us? Or at least 
acknowledge our existence?" 

Ramona's blood started to boil. She clenched her fists to stifle a scream, taking a bold step forward and 
resting her weight on the table's edge. "She asked you guys a question," She muttered under her breath. 

"They won't answer you." The ethereal voice seemed to float over Ramona and almost gave her a 
calming effect-almost. Ramona looked over her shoulder at the fifth blonde. Wearing a brilliant purple 
paisley dress, the girl's wild honey'd hair was a mess of braids and locks; topped over a sweet, pixie 
face with a natural charm and beauty. 



'Why's that?" Ramona asked. 


The girl smiled, cutting her eyes playfully at the table. "Because they're bitches. That and-well, nobody 
told us you were coming." 

"Told you?" Shawna folded her arms. "Who are you, then?" 

"I'm Willow." The girl extended her hand with the utmost zeal. "We all live in Goldenrod Hall." 

Ramona cocked a brow. "And you all happen to be blonde?" 

Willow chuckled. "It's all a bit on the nose, isn't it?" She sighed, caressing her sides and looking 
longingly in the distance. "We're all girls of prestige-in one way or another." 

"Rich girls." Ramona rolled her eyes. 

"Basically," Willow confirmed. "And since none of us knew you were coming, it means you're probably 
not rich, and therefore-" 

"We're invisible to them." Shawna spat. "Story of our lives." 

"You get the idea." Willow sighed. "I'm really sorry about them. I'll escort you to Dr. Saito's office." She 
watched the two exchange puzzled looks. "You're wondering why I'm one of them, and I'm talking to 
you." 

Shawna nodded. "Basically." 

Willow scrunched her nose and grinned. "I do what's right for the school-and Goldenrod House. Even if 
they don't think it is." She raised her voice to ensure all at the table heard. "This way, ladies." Willow 
turned on her bare heel and skipped off. 

"What's this girl's deal?" Shawna whispered. 

"What do you mean?" Ramona replied as she followed Willow in tow. "She's by far the nicest person on 
Moringa Island." 

"Have you looked at her feet?" Shawna commented. She looked again to confirm what she initially saw. 
Willow was indeed barefoot and had been so for a while. Dried mud crumbled off her dirty heels and left 
subtle brown footprints on the concrete. 

Ramona shrugged. "So she's a hippie. Whatever." 

"Futanari hippie." Shawna sighed, shaking her head. "Maybe this place'll be more diverse than I 
thought." 

"There!" Willow stood on the grimy tips of her toes and pointed to the tallest tower in view, a spiral that 
seems to loom over the entire campus. "Third floor, if I recall. Her office and living quarters are there. In 



case you need to know, the ninth and tenth floors belong to the Headmistress of Moringa. She's very 
strict, so I'd be on my P's and Q's if I were you. Learn the campus rules asap." 


Ramona turned and gave an earnest smile. "Thanks, Willow." 

"No worries." The cheery girl waved as she backed off. "Good luck, guys." 

+++ 

"Letters of Acceptance, please." The petite spectacle-clad woman in her forties asked the girls outside of 
the glistening brick building. After passing the crumbled page, Shawna craned her neck upward and 
counted three stories. She stifled a sigh of relief. If this would be their dorm assignment, she already 
appreciated its cozy appeal-more welcoming than a massive campus. 

"Ah..." The woman pursed her lips before she smiled. "You ladies fill the last room in Lavender House. 
That's right here." She gestured. "I'm Dr. Umi Saito, Dean of Students at Moringa." Dr. Saito sharpened 
her almond-eyes and looked them over. "You two are certainly traveling light for your first semester in 
college." 

Ramona nodded, clutching her single duffle bag in embarrassment. "We're from Staward House, the 
futanari group home in Austin." 

Umi's face reddened. "Oh, yes." She snapped her fingers. "You got my last two need-based 
scholarships. I'm so sorry for the comments. You're also my last two girls here in Lavender House. The 
common living area on the first floor. Three dorm rooms on each of the second and third floors with 
showers and bathrooms on each. Be mindful of which dorm you're walking into; All four buildings are set 
up identically. You ladies are on the 3rd floor, Room 303." 

+++ 

"Thank god, we're here." Ramona groaned as she tossed her bag on the closest bed. "I fucking thought 
my shoulder was going to fall off." The room wasn't much; Two simple twin beds on opposite sides of the 
double room were coupled with modest computer desks. But it was enough privacy and space for two 
girls from a group home to be elated. 

"This-" Shawna choked up. "This is going to be great." 

"Hey." A faint voice called out from across the hall. An overly slender girl with fine, straight raven hair 
waved dainty wrist as she passed. "Welcome to Moringa." 

"Thanks," Ramona said. The two paused a moment to meander towards the doorway. "I'm Ramona, and 
this Shawna." 

"I can speak for myself." Shawna elbowed Ramona's side before turning back. "I'm Shawna." 

"I'm Maddi." She laughed. "I see you two'll lighten up the floor." She side-stepped the doorway to reveal 
a shaggy-haired redhead read on her bed. "That's Mallory," Maddi said under her breath. "But good luck 



getting her to talk to you. 


"There's a lot of that going on here." Ramona cocked her brow. 

"And I see you've met The Queens," Maddi concluded. "Yeah, this place is, unfortunately, very 
clique-y." 

"Wait," Shawna inched closer and peered at the girl. "Mallory Wright?" She called out. 

Mallory turned her head and stared at the doorway. She brushed the messy bang her from the face and 
sat up. "I remember you. Both of you. You were freshmen at Round Rock High when I was a senior. 
Shawna and Ramona?" 

"Holy shit!" Ramona perked up. "You were at Staward House, too!" 

Mallory nodded with zeal. "Yeah, I think I left a month after you guys got here." She sprung off the bed 
and rushed over, her feet slapped loudly against the thin carpet. Mallory passed Maddi's sullen frame 
and embraced Ramona-and then Shawna. "If you guys need to learn the ropes here, I'm only a hall 
away. Welcome." 

"Oh. Great." Maddi mocked. She rolled her eyes as she walked down the hall. "Now, there are two more 
people in this building that won't talk to me." 

Once she was sure Maddi out of earshot, Shawna questioned. "What's up with her?" 

Mallory scoffed. "Oh. You didn't catch her last name, did you?" 

"Well, no," Ramona admitted. 

"She's a Masters." Mallory watched Maddi disappear around the corner and down the stairs. "She's 
actually *the* Masters. 

+++ 

Maddi Masters tramped down the stairs one-at-a-time, taking her time, mainly because she possessed 
no idea where to go. Her girlfriend Savannah was set to move to Moringa Island, but her plane wouldn't 
land for another few weeks. Then they could find an apartment in town. That was the plan anyway. 

"I am not going back to that room." Maddi scolded herself as her flats hit the ground on the first floor. "I 
don't know where I'm going, but I know I'm not going back there." Then she paced back and forth near 
the door, seething like a caged tiger. "Stuck up, bitch..." She growled. Maddi repeated the insanity until a 
girl shuffled through the front doors carrying a duffle bag and pillow. 

Maddi watched the girl hobble to the line of sofa benches spread out in the room's center, and it 
appeared that she was about to set up camp. "Hello?" Maddi called out, walking over and forgetting 
about her troubles for a while. "Can I help you with anything?" She tried to catch a glimpse of the girl's 
face, but thick locks of frayed jet black hair continued to conceal her identity. 



"I'm just going to sleep here tonight," She replied while spreading out a blanket. "And maybe tomorrow. 
I'm not sure." The girl look pulled back her hair, which appeared to be cut using scissors. She turned to 
face Maddi, and her piercing blue eyes focused on a familiar face. "Madison Masters." She said with a 
surprised grin. "Fancy seeing you here." 

Maddi scrunched her face, taking several steps closer before, at last, recognizing her acquaintance. 
"Sunny?" She finally said. "Sunny Skye? Did you just dye and cut your hair? Like... just now?" 

"Urn," Sunny dragged out her thought. Her fingers touched the uneven strands as clippings floated off. 
"Yeah. Yeah, I did. Long story." She sat on her newly-made bed and beckoned for Maddi to join. "You're 
staying in this dorm? Thought for sure you'd be in Goldenrod House." 

"I snuck on the roster." Maddi sat down beside her. "Not many people know I'm here." 

"That's what I should have done," Sunny said. "It's a bit rowdy over there." 

"Rowdy?" Maddi sounded shocked. "How so?" 

"How much time you got?" Sunny asked. 

Maddi decided to raid the vending machine. She had the feeling she was in for a long story. 



2 - Princesses: Sunny Skye & Maddi Masters 


Note: Parts of this chapter were taken from the Kiffani's Sweater story I posted earlier this year. I 
called it a commission, but it was really just a request that the requester ended up not liking. It 
be that way, sometimes. 

Sunny Skye popped the soda can and arched her back along the sofa bench in the common area of 
Lavender House on Moringa University. She silently recalled the recent insanity that led to her decision 
to attend the all-futanari school so quickly. She giggled to herself. 

“What’s so funny?” Maddi asked. 

“Nothing.” Sunny turned, still smiling. “Pretty wild how circumstances led 2 of the 3 pillars of futanari to 
study together. There’s a tinge of destiny at work here.” 

“Oh, stop.” Maddi dismissed. “I want nothing to do with the Pillars of Futanari’.” 

“Whether we like it or not, that is the consensus, honey.” Sunny sighed. “The Drakes, Masters, and 
Skyes are the de facto leaders of our people. They expect more out of us even if we constantly 
disappoint.” She paused to bit her glossy pink lip, unsure about how much to sure. “Maddi, do you have 
children?” 

Maddi nodded, her face flushed with shame. “Yeah, they’re on the way.” 

“Ah. Same.” Sunny folded her arms in her lap and took a deep breath. “I have two on the way. One girl 
was my classmate in Pom City. The other--” She paused again. “She was my best friend. Now she 
won’t even talk to me. I don’t blame her, though. I was a monster.” 

“Well, that’s refreshing to hear.” Maddi afforded Sunny a half-smile. “In my family, it seemed to be the 
mantra to have as many babies as you can afford-And we can afford a lot.” 

“Gonna try to keep my baby count at two, but-” Sunny breathed dramatically. “There’s something 
about this school. I think I’m gonna end up with a girlfriend that’s gonna give me number 3.” 

“Only if you want to get expelled,” Maddi warned. “I don’t think Dr. Saito or the Chancellor is fooling 
around.” 

“True. But I’ve never been good at rules.” Sunny lightly ran her fingers through her black hair. “That’s 
why I have this.” 

+++ 


1 month earlier... 



Sunny Skye was still hungover when she first stepped foot on Moringa University campus. She had just 
signed the paperwork turning over the family company to a blind trust for the next 10 years, still feeling 
the weight of the fountain pen in her palm. 

She endured the two-hour flight to Moringa Island, the place that she’d call home for the next four 
years. The university dorms were an hour’s ride via taxi. The Skye estate could have afforded more 
fanfare. Still, a defeated Sunny insisted on a lackluster entrance for her first adventure away from her 
home. The island’s temperate humidity surprised her, and patches of sweat beaded on her bare strips 
of skin as she lugged her two bulging rolling suitcases behind her. 

“Here we go,” Sunny droned as she strolled down the broad stone path leading the series of towering 
glass and brick buildings. Even with the setting sun behind it, Moringa University maintained the shiny 
luster of a new campus. Only in its fifth year, Moringa was the only school of its kind as a safe haven for 
a select type of young woman. 

+++ 

“Com’ on Cassidy,” Sunny muttered under her breath as she heard the dial tone. She didn’t hold 
much faith in her former best friend answering; it had been several months. “Damn!” She cursed as the 
phone went to voicemail. Sunny tossed the phone on the bed and sulked. “Cass...” 

“She still won’t answer?” Bridget Pembrooke’s tiny voice questioned from the other side of the dorm. 
Sunny’s roommate stood at a paltry 4’11” and gave the appearance of a porcelain doll perched in the 
bed’s corner. Her strawberry blonde hair was pixie-cut into delicate wisps and bangs. Bridget’s ivory 
skin was also doll-like, flawless with a faint smattering of freckles. “I assume she’s pregnant.” 

Sunny nodded with a confused look. 

“You’re wondering how I knew?” Bridget’s voice was monotone and stoic. Her fingers were almost 
skeletal, wrapped around her tablet. From her side vision, one could see mistaking her for a marionette. 
“Data suggests the high probability that cis-females sleep with their platonic futanari friends. They 
usually do so without birth control due to the misconception that futanari don’t have semen. But it’s 
quite the opposite.” Bridget took a moment to reposition herself, scooching close to the bed’s edge. 
“Futanari ejaculate is so concentrated with semen that women are 200% more likely to get pregnant 
than with a man.” 

“You certainly know your statistics.” Sunny tried to smile despite her annoyance. “I barely passed 
calculus in high school.” 

Bridget nodded with zeal. “I’d like to be the top-ranked student in the math department when I 
graduate. Anyway, that’s how I came to the conclusion you were trying to speak to your pregnant friend. 
It’s complicated for females and futanari to maintain a strictly platonic relationship. Very difficult, 
indeed.” 

“Okay.” Sunny grit her teeth. “I suppose one can reduce everything into pure analytics.” 


Indeed,” Bridget confirmed her sterile opinion. “But there’s one variable I’ve been working on where I 



haven’t been successful.” She tilted her head slightly and stared at Sunny with the most severe and 
peculiar glare. “How much should I charge for my virginity?” 


Sunny’s jaw dropped. “Wait--what?” 

“Oh, yes.” Bridget’s voice grew to a proud tone. “I’ve never had sex of any kind. Moreover, I’m 
reaching the peak age for sexual demand, which is 19 and a half.” 

“What?” Sunny shook her head. “How did you even come up with that statistic?” 

“Internet polls, web searches for porn, that sort of thing.” Bridget breathed. “The data is out there. I’m 
positive one of the girls here would barter something extraordinary for my virginity.” 

“Wow,” Sunny said. Then her mischievous mind took over. “But how many?” 

Bridget grew curious. “What do you mean?” 

“Well,” Sunny started. “You could theoretically take two girls at once. Bidders could multiply their 
wagers for that kind of experience. Threesome with a futa virgin,” She gasped. “I don’t even like 
sleeping with futa, and that makes me a little wet.” 

Bridget made an “a-ha” face and smiled at Sunny. “Very astute, Miss Skye. I will consider what you’ve 
said.” 

“Glad I could help.” Sunny ended their conversation as she gathered her things. She and Bridget were 
a week into their friendship, and Sunny already found herself quickly overwhelmed and annoyed by the 
math phenoms constant comments. “I’m going to study in the garden while there’s still light out. See 
ya later.” 

+++ 

“Sunny?” A wiry young woman’s platinum curled pigtails bounced playfully as she flopped down on the 
wooden bench in Moringa’s expansive garden in the center of campus. “You’re Sunny Skye, right?” 

“Yeah.” Sunny’s suspicious voice remained cordial. She tried her best to hide her irked mood. After all, 
Sunny escaped her own room to get away from people. She looked over her guest with a peculiar eye. 
She’d been on Moringa’s campus for a week, yet she’d never seen a girl like this. Half-sleeves of 
striking grey and blue steampunk tattoos covered both the girl’s arms, and her sapphire mascara 
completed an apparent punky persona. “Who are you?” 

The girl managed a nervous laugh before leaning back on the table. “We’ve haven’t adequately met 
even though we live in the same dorm. I’m on the third floor, and you’re on the second. I also sent you 
an email the day you arrived. Her icy blue eyes cut an equally frosty glance at Sunny as the clearly irked 
girl popped her back on the bench. “Taran.” She finally said. “Taran Van Poppel.” 

Sunny nodded with a ‘eureka’ look in her eyes. “Oh yeah. Taran. Nice to finally meet you. And I’m 
sorry I haven’t had time to reply. It’s been hard to get acclimated. .” 



“Hrm.” Taran titled her head and thinned her pink lips. “Understandable. New school and all that. 

That’s why we make it a point to find you if you don’t find us first.” She paused again, looking up at the 
shimmering, dying sunlight cutting through the leaves above. “Six o’clock tonight, can Olivia expect 
you?” 

“Olivia?” Sunny made a confused look. 

“Olivia Sabella is the leader of our dorm.” Taran hopped off the seat and flattened her shorts. “And it’ll 
probably be in your best interest to refer to her as ‘Dutchess.’” 

“Dutchess?” Sunny cocked her head. “There’s futanari royalty? Plus, there are only 12 of us in the 
building. Why do we need a leader?” 

Taran curtsied and started off. “It’s a huge world, Sunny. Your family isn’t the only one with power. 

Don’t come up to the third floor. We’ll just meet in the first floor common area tonight.” 

Sunny let out an exasperated sigh. “Sure, why not?” 

+++ 

Sunny had at least peeked into each of the four dorms. They all seemed similar, but standing in the 
middle of the common student area, she began to piece together that Goldenrod house was somehow 
different. “But what’s so different about this room that we couldn’t have met upstairs.” Sunny muttered 
to herself, hands balled tightly in the pockets of her dark jeans. 

“Nothing really,” A voice replied softly. 

Sunny turned to the voice and wondered why she hadn’t noticed the young blonde woman perched on 
an extended window ledge. Her rainbow-colored frilled skirt draggled sprawled off the shelf, and the 
low-cut white shirt completed her fortune teller outfit. The girl kept her freckled pointy nose in her tome of 
a fantasy book for as long as she could, finally placing in on the ledge and hopping off. “Sorry, I kinda 
get sucked into these ethereal worlds.” She kept a glazed stare in her crystal eyes as she staggered 
toward Sunny and outstretched her hand. “You must be Sunny Skye. I’m Willow.” 

The jingling clinging of dangling gold trinkets tickled Sunny’s wrist as they shook hands. “Nice to meet 
you, Willow. I’ve seen you around.” She smiled back. Kiffani found the girl peculiar. Half of Willow’s 
shoulder-length golden hair was braided and fastened at the ends with colorful beads. She also couldn’t 
help but notice the trail of dirty brown footprints leading from the window. “Oops.” She swirled her head 
around Willow and commented. “Looks like you made a mess.” 

“Wha?” Willow turned back to observe the soiled carpet. “Oh.” She sighed, pulling up her skirt to 
reveal her dirt-caked bare feet. “That’s right, I was working in my garden this morning.” She kept her 
voice light and spacy. “I feel it’s important to feel rooted in the soil if you know what I mean.” Willow 
smiled, staring silently. 


Yeah,” Sunny nodded. She tensed her abs as the quiet grew painfully awkward. “So, Taran asked me 



to meet her here. I have an appointment with the Duchess. 


Willow snapped her fingers. “That’s right. I was supposed to wait for you and show you to the 
chambers.” She curtsied before skipping past her ‘guest’. “Please follow.” She sang. 


Willow led the way down the main hall to a winding descending staircase that Sunny assumed would 
lead to the basement. She attempted to keep count of the stairs, but in the dimly-lit tight bricked corridor, 
it grew difficult. From the thick candles on tiny perched above her, Sunny guessed they were at least two 
stories below the surface. What the hell is going on, she began to think. 

“Something on your mind?” Willow asked to snap the silence. Her tiny voice echoed in the corridor. “I 
can feel that you’re energy is off.” 

Sunny shrugged. “I hear a piano.” She coughed as the dust from the low ceiling settled on her 
shoulders. “Don’t you think I should be weirded out by this place?” 

“Ah,” Willow replied with an enlightened tone. “I never thought of it like that.” 

Sunny began to wonder whether or not she made a mistake. 

“Here, we are!” Willow cheered at the sight of the towering oak door. She grunted as her stringy arms 
yanked at the iron handle. After the third grunt, the door came ajar. Now the piano’s warm tones 
surrounded them, accompanied by a dense, pungent smell that forced Sunny’s nostrils open. 

“What is that!?!” Sunny covered her mouth as she choked and staggered back. The sour, bleachy smell 
hung in her lungs and refused to leave. 

“Oh, just me.” Willow shrugged and skipped onto a red Persian carpet before her. The expansive room 
was surprisingly well-lit with bright white bulbs in golden chandeliers suspended from the high ceiling. 

Sunny had just traveled the world extensively, but even she was impressed by this vulgar display of 
wealth. “The stairs went three stories down just so the room could be huge.” She marveled. To her left 
was an ornate wooden table 10 feet in diameter surrounded by plush pillows of various shapes and 
sizes. This was flanked by a full bar. Long and fat bottles of liquid reflected their seductive colors on the 
mahogany counter below them. This was only half of the massive room the size of a gymnasium. The 
latter was tiled off, steps that led to what she thought was an elevated stage. But as she drew closer, 
Sunny saw the room for what it was; A bathhouse. 

“Good afternoon, Ms. Skye.” The thick, Eastern European accent called out in a cadene suitable for a 
queen. A young woman sat with erect dignity in the room’s most center pool. Sunny braced her 
stomach again. She had found the source of the smell. And once she made her way up the stairs, she 
recognized what it was. “I pondered when we’d first meet.” 

“Duchess, I presume?” Sunny stood up straight as she observed the woman’s fair, delicate skin 
shrouded by springy blonde curls. The girl sat perfectly still in the pool, a bubbling white opaque mixture 



filled to the brim. Sunny had burst enough creamy loads to recognize a semen bath when she saw it. 


“Olivia Sebella, Duchess of Silva.” She confirmed with an air of pride. “But please call me Olivia for the 
rest of the day. I give you permission.” Olivia took her time rubbing globs of cum on her shoulders and 
arms. “I take it from your stoic expression that you find this quite the spectacle.” 

“Yeah,” Sunny took a cautious step forward. “It’s a little unusual.” 

Olivia kept her eyes trained on her own skin as she gently rubbed herself. “Think of it as the most 
intimate protein-filled soak you’ll ever have. It was a tribute from my sweet Willow.” She looked up with 
a predatory grin. “Thank you again, dear. It’s been a while since I’ve enjoyed this. You may retire for 
the night.” 

“Of course, Duchess.” Willow nodded and with a coy smile, flashed a ‘peace sign’ to Kiffani before we 
exited. 

“Taran, dear!” Olivia raised her neck as well as her voice. “Can you help me?” 

The piano suddenly stopped. Sunny had forgotten it was even playing until the sliding of the piano stool 
caused her to look towards the far corner. Taran massaged her own tired palms as she came to the 
pool. On her shoulder, she carried a towel and a thin silk robe. 

First, Olivia stirred. The white slime slid down her body like an avalanche as she stood. Kiffani gave into 
her habit of gawking at a new naked body. Olivia’s breasts were simple and underwhelming. Still, her 
suckable brown nipples atop pert A-cups were fitting on such a thin body. Sunny had to admit the thin 
glaze of cum made them look like cinnamon rolls. Her cock suddenly throbbed at the thought of sucking 
Williow’s cum off the Duchess’ body. 

What was overwhelming was the pulsing monster between Olivia’s legs. Her cock was nine inches, 
maybe ten. Cum dribbled from many points of her body as she emerged. She stepped into the towel 
Taran opened and stood still while the girl patted her dry. 

“How do you like Moringa University so far, Sunny?” Olivia asked over her shoulder. 

Sunny sucked in a fresh breath before attempting to answer. The sight was dizzying. She wasn’t used 
to the smell at all. “It’s alright. Definitely a change of pace from Pom City Academy. 

“That’s lovely to hear.” Olivia smiled. She slipped into the shiny black robe that barely covered her 
petite ass. “Thank you, Taran. Have a good night.” 

Taran cocked her head and smiled. “You too, Duchess.” She made a passing glance at Sunny that was 
neither welcoming or hostile. Yet it was enough of a callous exchange to convey that she and Taran, for 
whatever reason, would never be friends. 

“What is her deal.” Sunny murmured under her breath as her waify counterpart left. She watched the 
girl’s narrow bottom shift with her jeans. Something about the way Taran chose to carry herself 
suggested she wished she were more significant, Sunny wagered. 



“Taran struggles with insecurity.” Olivia cut in. “She thinks that because you’re here, you’ll replace her 
in our pecking order.” 


“Is that right?” Sunny smirked. 

Olivia slinked down the steps with Sunny in tow. She came to rest on a long, red plush chair and 
stretched its length. “She misinterprets our meeting. Come. Sit.” She gestured for Sunny to sit on the 
pillows on the carpet at the end of the chair. “How are you and your roommate getting along?” Olivia 
positioned herself on her hip with her curves facing Sunny face. 

“Bridget’s fine,” Sunny said with confidence. “She’s a bit long-winded when it comes to numbers, but 
she’s pretty cool.” 

Olivia smiled. “Great to hear. Did she tell you she’s a virgin?” 

“Oh, yeah.” Sunny gave a long sigh. “Still surprised she’s made it this far.” 

“She won’t make it much farther.” Laughed the Duchess. As she crossed her tapered legs, she rolled 
an ankle from side-to-side. Her smooth, delicate toes were wrinkled and moist like tiny olives. “I’m 
going to purchase it tomorrow.” 

“She’ll be happy to know,” Sunny said. “It’s been a harrowing debate in her head.” 

“I can imagine.” Agreed Olivia. “What did you offer her?” 

“Nothing,” Sunny said flatly. “I’m not attracted to futanari.” 

“Hmm,” Olivia pondered. “Well, you’re going to have to close your eyes and pretend because I need 
you.” 

“Sunny, you need to know the meat and bones of what’s going on here at Moringa.” Olivia leaned 
closer. “When the fall semester opens next week, all the students will be using their mental and physical 
prowess to dominate each other for control of the school. I need everyone in Goldenrod house to use 
their ‘muscle’ if you understand.” 

Sunny straightened her thin lips. “Pretend I don’t understand and explain to me again.” 

“Ah, well, I’ll give you a working example of an event that occurred last year. There’s a student in 
Lavender house named Chitose Ito; tiny little thing. The Golden Queens issued them a challenge: Each 
dorm sent one representative to get fucked by the entire other dorm. The first one to climax would lose. 
They picked Chitose.” She paused to stifle her own laughter. 

“I take it she lost.” Sunny braced her gut’s visceral reaction and remained still. 

“She didn’t even make pass the second floor. No, they thought that because she wasn’t very 
promiscuous and her sex drive was low she that could resist climaxing on-” She gestured downward. 



‘Well, to make a long story short, we won. 


“What did you win?” Sunny decided to keep playing along even if she didn’t know why.” 

“Half their meal cards.” She replied. 

Sunny’s jaw dropped. The Duchess’s dispassion surprised her. “The entire Lavender House dorm is 
on financial aid. Don’t you think there was a better way to get your point across?” 

“Oh, really, Sunny. They didn’t starve.” Olivia waved her hand, dismissing the nonsense. “Plus, 
they’re the ones that accepted the challenge. But they didn’t understand one thing.” She went to 
straighten her hand and held it low. “Here’s regular females.” And then she raised her hand higher. 

“And here’s futanari.” And then even higher. “And here are the Golden Queens. Ruling this college is 
the proving grounds for ruling the world.” 

“Yeah, well, I tried to rule my own company, and I couldn’t even do that.” Sunny stood. “Thanks, but 
no thanks. It was nice meeting you, though.” 

“You’re just going to leave?” The smile slowly faded from Olivia’s face. 

“Yeah.” Sunny nodded. “I’ve heard enough.” 

“I’m not done talking.” Olivia insisted. 

“You don’t have to stop talking.” Sunny climbed to her knees. “But I’m going to stop listening.” 

Olivia reached out and grabbed Sunny by the wrist, wrenching the skin toward her. “Sit back down, 
Sunny.” 

But Sunny focused all her weight on her heels and pushed Olivia back into her seat. The girl’s golden 
curls whipped around her head as a shock was wrought across her face. “You ever touch me again I’ll 
put take YOUR meal card, Duchess.” She pointed. 

But before she could get even turn entirely away, the Duchess had leaped from her seat and buried her 
fist deep into Sunny’s gut. It crumpled the girl instantly and left her in a pained, heaving pile. 

Olivia walked a calm circle around her prey as she Sunny fought back the tears. She watched the girl 
tremble, eyes winced, face grimaced, and contorted. “You sat here and listened to my story and never 
intended to comply.” She observed her reddened knuckles. Taking time to massage the inflamed skin, 
she took her time turning back to Sunny. “Who do you think you are?” 

“I—I’m just not a bully.” Sunny coughed and wheezed. 

“Nonsense,” Olivia growled. “A bully is a weak person that terrorizes people to feel smart. I’m a strong 
person that puts people in their place. Did you think I was some kind of helpless little princess?” She 
knelt and wrapped her hand around Sunny’s golden locks and cocked her head back. As the blood 
vessels in Sunny’s cheeks broke and tinted her skin bright red, she yelped like a puppy getting 



scratched by a cat for the first time. “I could have put you in several armbars when you pushed me. The 
only reason I didn’t break your arm in two places is that I respect the Skye brand. You’ve hereby used 
your only carte blanche. Understood?” 

Pained, Sunny nodded. And when Olivia finally released her torturous grip, the torque on Sunny’s neck 
caused her to slingshot face-first onto the carpet. She lay sulking there for a few minutes, a terrible 
mixture of ache and embarrassment. In another moment, she was able to stand and limped away from 
the Duchess’ once again seated form. 

“I’ll want a more amiable response from you the next time we meet, Miss Skye,” Olivia warned. 

But Sunny refused to acknowledge, forcing herself to crawl up the stairs back to the main floor. Through 
the settling dusk, she could make out two figures coupled on one of the corner sofas. Willow’s shrills of 
delight were distinct and seemed to dance into Sunny’s ears. Finally able to stand, she crept closer to 
find the hippie futa bent over on all-fours. Her narrow ass swayed with an awkward rhythm as Taran 
mounted her. 

“God, I wanted to wait until the Duchess started torturing her,” Taran said between her throaty grunts. 
“But, I just got so hard waiting.” 

“You’re such a fucking sadist.” Willow moaned. Sunny could see the outline of the flower child’s cock 
swinging between her legs. “I don’t know why we’re together.” She pondered aloud, then Taran thrust 
deep inside her, and the clapping of skin-on-skin echoed through the hall. Taran quickened her stabbing, 
and the girls’ juices splashed together as their sex exploded. “Gaaawwd” Willow groaned. “I remember 
now. THAT’S why we’re together.” 

Sunny listened to Taran finish the rest of her orgasm inside of Willow’s hairy pussy before carefully 
sliding up the stairs. Though she was vocal about her distaste for futa-on-futa, Sunny had to admit 
seeing any cock come inside any pussy proved titillating. “What the fuck is up with this school?” She 
stammered just outside of her room. 

+++ 

“You like shit,” Bridget commented with just an inkling of concern as Sunny slumped through the door. 

“Is studying a full-contact sport for you?” 

“I had a run-in with the girls on the third floor,” Sunny reported, still holding her midsection. 

“Ah, The Golden Queens,” Bridget said, but after consideration, backtracked. “But, I suppose I need to 
consider myself a Queen as well.” She gave a zealous nod. “That’s what we all, after all.” 

“Blonde. Pretty. Rich.” Sunny scoffed. “I hate this drama attached to status. This is why I left Pom 
City.” 

“You should have known something was amidst.” Bridget shrugged. She grabbed her tablet and typed 
away without missing a beat. “The average futanari is 18 years old, has brown hair and lower-middle 
class. The odds of 12 girls with blonde futanari sharing this house by random are approximately-” 



“I get it.” Sunny snapped. She paced the length of the room for a few minutes while Bridget’s eyes 
ping-ponged, trying to follow her. “Golden Queens...” She spat. “Golden,” She halted, eyes downcast 
as she contemplated. “Hold on, Bridget. I gotta go into town.” 

“Huh?” Bridget squawked. “It’s rather late.” 

Sunny looked at her. “Yeah, but that pharmacy is open until midnight.” 

+++ 

Willow bunched her shirt up by the collar and dragged a long whiff into the fabric. She still reeked of the 
strong stench of Taran’s sweat and loved every minute of it. A happy sigh escaped her pursed lips; she 
walked with her thighs closed together. She also loved feeling Taran’s lingerings as it threatened to 
dribble down and cling to the wisps on her hairy shins. Willow came to a stop at the door 201 and 
knocked politely. 

“Oh! Hello, Bridget.” Willow greeted. “Is Sunny available?” She took a moment to study Bridget’s 
disheveled look. “Is everything okay?” 

“Err... Umm...” Bridget bit her lip. “Sure. Well.” She bit it again. “I just want to state for the record that I 
told her not to do this.” 

Willow smirked and made a shooing motion with her hands for Bridget to step aside--then she nearly 
jumped out of her skin. “Oh...no.” She exclaimed gravely. She looked over Sunny Skye’s new hairdo, 
cut only 2 inches from her scalp, and frayed with a pair of dull scissors. Moreover, her skin was still 
stained black in places--the deep obsidian dye still fresh in her hair. “Oh, Sunny.” Willow held a 
trembling hand over her mouth. She shook her head in disbelief. 

“Hi there.” Sunny thrust her hands on upon her hips in triumph. “You like it?” 

“Sunny, this won’t do at all.” Willow sounded more fearful than anything. “The Duchess is in the gym 
right now bench pressing twice your weight. She isn’t to be trifled with.” 

“I’m not afraid of her.” Sunny snapped. 

“That’s because you don’t know her.” Willow reasoned. “I’ve known Olivia for over a year, and she 
scares me. I’m sorry to do this, but I have to pull rank on you.” 

“Not you too.” Sunny whined. “Don’t tell me you’ve bought into all this.” 

“I’m the yang to their yin.” Willow’s voice grew stern. “Going by these rules is the only way I have of 
keeping Taran and The Duchess in check. Your wealth and status would put you by Olivia’s side as her 
number two. As much as I love Taran, I know she’d hurt you to maintain her rank. If either of them sees 
your hair, they’ll likely to hurt you together.” She stormed over to Sunny’s bed and stripped it, quickly 
popping each corner of the blanket and balling them up. “Go over to Lavender House and tell Mallory 
Wright I sent you. She owes me a favor. You can stay there until you change your hair.” 



Sunny’s face was torched in a deep red. “Why are you doing this? 


A beleaguered sigh rushed from Willow’s lungs. “I just need to take care of my Queens. Now come on, 
while Olivia is working out, and Taran is spent.” 

+++ 

“Olivia Sabella, The Duchess of Silva” Maddi, templed her hands as she thought. “I think I knew her 
through my mom. She actually is a prolific MMA hobbyist.” 

“I believe it.” Sunny lifted her shirt with some discomfort. She watched Maddi’s face scrunch in horror 
as the fabric rolled up Sunny’s exposed skin. The fist-sized bruised had already begun to purple. I’m 
sure I’ll grow to appreciate Willow helping me out. Jeez, nobody’s ever hit me before.” 

“Yeah, it’s a real mess you’re in.” Maddi nodded. 

“So!” Sunny clapped her hands once loudly. “Enough about me. What about you? You still share your 
company with your sister? How is Diana, anyway?” 

“Oh,” Now Maddi’s face grew red. “Maybe we should grab some more snacks if we’re going to get 
into that.” 



